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NA 


Dave held a black eyeliner pencil in one hand, poised to draw, as he scowled at himself in the bathroom mirror. 
"Come on, Grohl. No big deal. You can do this," He mumbled softly as he drew a little triangle on the very tip 
of his nose. Then he drew three straight lines across each of his cheeks, gathering at the sides of his nose 


and spreading out. 


Stepping back, away from the mirror, he took in the entire look. On top of his head were two tiny, black pointy 

ears. Around his neck, Dave wore a white lace collar with a pink bow and a silver bell. The only other stitch he 

had on was a tiny, white g-string. But the best (or worst, depending on how you looked at it) part of the outfit 
was the long, black, furry tail attached to the plug he had inserted into his ass. 


Dave heard the garage door open downstairs and he hurried, as best he could with the plug in his ass, out of 
the bathroom and spread himself across the bed. Ass up. 


"Dave? I'm home. Dave?" 


As he listened to the footsteps on the stairs, Dave propped his head up on an elbow, hand tucked under his 
chin. He reached his other hand back to take hold of the tip of the tail. 


"Dave, you in he-" Taylor froze in the doorway. "Woah. What the hell?" 


He slowly smiled, crinkling his nose and closing his eyes, showing Taylor all thirty-two of his teeth. "Meow." 


